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Hunger For What You See 


Author's Notes: 

Based out of this quote from Nikki Sixx's book:"We loaded up about 25 pyro blasts and when Guns kicked into 
Welcome to the Jungle they all went off at once. The band looked like they were gonna shit their pants and 
then got the biggest smiles I've ever seen. Axl was wearing a Mötley T-shirt..THAT was unexpected. Gotta get 
ready..last show..." 

The emphasis on the t shirt got me thinking.. 

Year 1981, Motley's Girls Girls Girls tour, Guns were the opening act. 

Fred was Motley's bodyquard/babysitter. 

This might have a sequel. 


His cock twitching at the sight is unexpected. 
Interesting. 


Axl Rose, grinning from ear to ear, mused up hair clinging to his sweaty face as he swings his skinny hips 
around and screeches like a banshee in those tight leather trousers, Motley tee riding just high enough to 


expose a sliver of perfect rosy skin, does for him what no stripper, whore or groupie (or Vanity) has done for 
him in months: he's harder than a priest next to a choir boy (and isn't that a fitting comparison) from just 


one look. 

Huh. 

Well, he always did have a thing for redheads. 

"YOU KNOW WHERE YOU ARE?!" 

He imagines that scratchy, angry voice rising higher and higher in a an entirely different situation. He pictures 
that pretty mouth opening up, those pink lips wrapped around his cock. That hair spilling out from under the 


bandana and onto the bed, running through his fingers like lava. 


Those tight leather pants crumpled up on the floor next to his bed, those long pianist fingers clutching the 
sheets, those wild eyes slipping shut.. 


That shirt.. 

"YOURE IN THE JUNGLE, BABY!" 

The shirt stays. 

"You okay, man?" Fred asks, shouting to be heard over the music. He looks worried. 
Nikki blinks. Must have spaced out. 

"YOU'RE GONNA DIE!" 


His cock pulses so violently he swears the sudden movement might be visible thorugh his skintight leather 
pants. 


"Yeah" he chokes out, but he's not sure who he's talking to. 


Ten Second Pet 


Author's Notes: 

Hello! Chapter two here! | decided this will have three chapters. | have a test tomorrow, and | should be 
studying, but this felt more important! That gives you a very clear idea of my priorities. 

Thank you for your lovely reviews! Hope you like it :) 


He's staring. He knows he's staring. 


He knows he's staring because the object of his admiration raises a questioning eyebrow and cocks his head to 


the side. 
"See something you like, Sixx?" he asks with a mocking grin, his voice gone hoarse from a killer performance. 


One of the big problems with wearing skintight leather pants is that they don't leave much to the imagination, 
and Nikki's suddenly found appreciation for Mr. Rose's..attributes is fully on display for pretty much everyone 


who happens to glance down Including Axl. 
Not that he minds that much. 
Axl. Pretty Axl. Wisps of red hair clinging to his face, bare chest heaving from exertion.. 


With his pale skin all flushed and his voice raw, the kid looks like he's just been fucked hard and good and is stil 
coming down. He's like a fucking wet dream, come to life straight from Nikki's perverted imagination, leaning 
back on the wall with a bottle of JD in one hand and the other hooked on one of those annoyingly sexy 
suspenders that do nothing to hold up those dangerously low riding pants. 


So yeah. He's staring. He dares anyone not to. 


The place is deserted, silent but for the continuous racket of the crowd outside and the occasional crew 
member yelling for this or that. The other Guns' members are already gone, probably off to the hotel to get 
high and celebrate the end of the tour. Vince, Mick and Tommy are in the dressing room, getting ready for the 


show, and that's where he should be, too, but he knew Axl wanted to stay backstage tonight to see them 
perform, it being the last time and all, and there is no way he's going to let an opportunity like this slip away. 


"You sounded good out there" he says, because it's true. Youd sound a lot better with my dick up your ass is 
also true, but saying that will get him nowhere, and he has a schedule to keep here. They'll be calling him up in 


no time. 


Axl actually smiles, suddenly losing all that bad boy bravado and looking like a little kid. A really hot little kid, 


which isn't a thought Nikki ever expected to have. 
"Thanks" the singer says, still grinning and looking all angelic, and takes a long pull of whiskey, throwing his head 
back and exposing the long line of his throat, Adam's apple going up and down as he swallows.. and there come 


the images again, colliding with each other in Nikki's head, each filthier than the last. 


He hadn't realized he's been fantasizing about the younger man, but his subconscious has been pulling out 


some kinky-ass shit that not even he's capable of conjuring up on the spot. 
He doesn't even realize he's walking closer until he finds himself directly in front of those inquiring green eyes. 


| thought you didn't drink" he says, gesturing for the bottle and looking away to cover up the hunger he's 


sure lurks visibly in his face. 
Axl doesn't seem to notice it. 


"| don't, usually" he says, handing over the bottle, bracelets jingling with the movement ". It fucks up my voice. 
But today was the last show in a while, so.." 


He shrugs, hooking his thumbs on those fucking suspenders. 
"You sounded well" Nikki says, wetting his dry mouth with a swig of JD. 


Axl's lips twitch "You already said that, man. You sound like a broken record. You sure you should be drinking 


that?" 


"Fuck off" he says, and Axl chuckles, a low sound that goes straight to Nikki's dick. Christ ". Just distracted, is 


all" 

"You nervous about the show tonight? Afraid you'll miss your cue?" 

He doesn't dignify that teasing remark with a reply, rolling his eyes at Axis smirk and taking another pull. 
"You didn't answer my question" 

Nikki laughs "I'm not nervous, kid. Who the fuck d'you think | am?" 

He is a little nervous, but its mainly a sweet tingling of expectation, and he feels that every time. 

Axl shakes his head "Not that one" 


Nikki looks at him, looking for signs of where he's trying to get to. The singer's face seems etched in stone, for 


all it communicates, and his tone of voice is that usual flat nonchalant drawl of his, but those emerald eyes 


are smoldering in their intensity. 


"You see something you like?" Axl repeats, slow and tempting, pointedly not glancing down at the raging hard on 
Nikki's been sporting for the past half hour or so. 


"Maybe" Nikki's tongue darts out to wet his bottom lip and he watches in fascination as those eyes follow its 


path. He smirks "| might even see something | want" 
Axl rolls his eyes. 


"What d'ya want, then, Sixx?" he sounds bored, but Nikki can see the hunger in those eyes, the craving for 


something.more. 


So he walks that final step closer, presses himself flush against Axl's body, casually resting his forearm on the 
wall above the younger man's head. 


The fact that Axl has to look up at him through those golden eyelashes shouldn't be such a turn on, and Nikki 


wonders exactly how hard a man can get before he's done some kind of permanent damage. 


"Well, since we are in the jungle, I'd want you to get on your knees. Put that big mouth to good use" he grins, 
wide and predatory and just a little crazy, enough to throw his prey off balance but not enough to scare him 
away. Wouldn't want to fuck up his chances by rushing things to much. 


And then Axl does the one thing he was not expecting. He throws one of those long, wiry arms around his neck 
and leans in close, and the only sound to be heard is the clinking of those fucking bracelets and the breath 
leaving Nikki's lungs in a surprised gasp. 


"What makes you think I'd do that?" Axl drawls out, low and scratchy, his lips and breath brushing Nikki's ear 
and setting his whole body on fire. Again. "Fuck only knows where that thing's been." 


He wants to say something sharp, or at least articulate, but words escape him when teeth trap his earlobe 


and a wet tongue comes out for a taste. He gasps, and Axl chuckles. 
So fucking cocky. That won't do. 


Nikki's arm comes up around the other man's waist, and he looks down at that challenging smirk He kisses him 


mainly to wipe it off his face. 


Axl tastes like whiskey and candy, which is a weirdly arousing combination he could quite possibly become 
addicted to. That clever tongue twists and coils with his languidly as the arm around Nikki's neck tightens, 
pulling him closer, and another hand comes up to tangle in Nikki's hair, alternately running long fingers through 
it and pulling at the strands, driving him mad. How he even thought of the redhead as seemingly angelic a few 


minutes ago is beyond him. 


Nikki's fingers explore Axl's back, trailing blunt fingernails down pale, flawless skin until he reaches that mouth- 


watering, leather wrapped ass and squeezes gently, swallowing the other man's breathy moan greedily. 


‘I'm gonna wreck you" he whispers against those reddened lips as they pull away for air, savoring Axl's full 


body shudder and smirks in triumph, because that one never fails. 
"Big words" the redhead says, nipping his jaw in retaliation and looking up at him through golden-red eyelashes. 


Nikki hears Fred calling his name from somewhere behind him as Axl slides his hand along the nape of his neck 
to trace his collarbone and continues down, trailing light fingertips over his hardened nipple and lower still 
between their bodies to cup his aching hardness through his pants. 


Nikki's low, draw out groan of desperate pleasure turns into one of dismay when the delicious pressure 


disappears after just one lousy (sweet, wonderful, agonizing) squeeze. 
"That's your cue" Axl drawls out as he ducks under Nikki's arm and slips away ". Wouldn't wanna miss it" 


Before Nikki can say anything, or dissolve into tears of frustration, Fred is there to drag him away to the 
dressing room and he has to try really hard not to do the second thing. Axl smirks at him and waves, the 
little shit, but the swaggering facade is somewhat betrayed by the straining bulge 

the front of his pants do nothing to conceal. 


Feeling slightly comforted, Nikki allows a frantic, swearing Fred to haul him away, and 
steels himself for a fucking long show. At least he stole the fucker's whiskey. 


Nice Boys (Don't Play Rock € Roll) 


Author's Notes: 
So this is the "and then they fucked" chapter we were all waiting for! I'd never written porn before, bu it was 


unexpectedly fun. Thanks for your reviews, by the way! Enjoy :) 


It was a good show. Tight and easy, the kind of performance that leaves him reeling with excess energy, ears 
ringing from the roar of the crowd. Fuck, he loves that sound. Loves it more than anything. 


They come running backstage to the cheers of the crew, and everyone is grinning. Beer and whiskey flows 
around for an after show toast, and everything seems to be in order. Nikki checks all dark corners, but Axl is 
nowhere to be found He tries to hide his disappointment, but sexual frustration tends to be pretty obvious on 
his face. 


"Little Red told me to tell you that you'd sound better with your bass unplugged" Fred tells him with a smirk, 
handing him a beer and confirming his suspicion that his face is all too telling". | told him he should stick 
around and tell you himself. Then he punched me in the face for calling him Little Red and left" 

"That bastard’ Nikki says, grabbing the offered beer "You didn't break his kneecaps for that?" 


Fred throws his head back and laughs. 


"Figured | deserved it" he says, pointing at his sore jaw "‘Sides, kid has a mean right hook. | respect that. You 


sure know how to pick ‘em" 


"Yeah, yeah" Nikki lifts his bottle in toast and drinks half of it at once. The fucking cocktease is probably back 


in the hotel already, too far away to do something for his post-concert needs. 

Fred eyes him thoughtfully and shrugs "I could let a couple of girls backstage" 

Nikki grins, thinking of a pair of smoldering blue-green eyes sliding shut. He can't wait. 

"Where's the fun in that?" 

The ride back to the hotel is crowded and loud and slow, and Nikki is conscious of the fact that he probably 
looks crazy, staring out the window with a dark look on his face as he pictures all the dirty, dirty things he's 
going to do to a certain truant, and ignoring everyone. At least the others can tell he's not in the best mood 


and leave him the fuck alone with his perverted machinations. 


He practically runs to the room he shares with Tommy, and showers. He stands under the hot spray for a 


few minutes, watching the sweat and makeup and fucking glitter go down the drain, feeling his tense muscles 


go lax under the rhythmic patter of the water. 


At last, the tour is over. He almost can't believe it. It was a good tour, it was fun, but he misses his bed. He 
misses his mausoleum of a house, despite the fact he'll hate it hours after arriving to it's all consuming 
silence. He's tired of the road, but at the same time he's worried that as soon as he's back in the same area 


code as his dealers he'll become hooked again 


He misses heroin. He misses the rush. Well, with a little luck, he'll get a different kind of rush tonight. There's 
something exhilarating about the thought of having Axl for himself. He is so..interesting. It's been a long time 
since something spiked Nikki's curiosity. 


The redhead's so fucking prickly, petulant, like a child. Short-tempered like every rock star cliché in the book, 
but so talented, with an air of originality about him that's charming enough to make people overlook the fact 
that he's a fucking prick Plus, he's smoking hot, all long legs, slim waist, pale skin for miles... no wonder girls go 


crazy at the sight of him. 


Nikki shampoos and runs his hands through his hair, ridding it of Vaseline and spray, mind going straight to the 
memory of Axl's long fingers. His cock chooses that moment to remind him that it's still waiting patiently for 
some kind of satisfaction tonight, thank you very much. 


He considers jerking off in the shower to the memory of Axl's lips and strawberry hair, but the mere thought 
evokes an image of laughing green eyes and a smug smirk and no. He has his dignity. He will not masturbate in 
the shower like a fucking teenager drunk on hormones; he will grab that little bastard and make him squirm. 


With that course of action in mind, he finishes showering and dries himself off, wrapping his hair in a towel to 
dry as he dresses. He calls down to reception to ask for Axl's room number, smirking when the girl at the 
other end of the line cautiously surrenders the information It seems he's formed a bit of a reputation for 


himself. 

Once he has what he needs, he makes one last foray to the bathroom, unwrapping the towel from around his 
head, his hair sticking up in all directions. He looks at the Vaseline tube on the bathroom cabinet appraisingly 
and, after applying some of it to style his hair into something a little more orderly, he slips it into his pocket 


and runs out the door. 


"You are not coming to the party?" Tommy asks, pouting, as the elevator doors open and he trips out 
ungracefully, Fred's hand shooting out to grab his arm and stop him from falling. He's drunk already. 


Nikki grins, stepping into the elevator "I have a date" 
Fred rolls his eyes “Try not to get killed, yeah?" 


"Tour is over, Fred" Tommy says, smiling like a crazy person as he pulls something out of his pocket "We can 


do whatever we want!" 
Fred's eyes widen "You--!" 


The elevator doors close before Nikki can catch the rest of that, but he figures if something really bad 
happens they'll let him know. 


Axl's room is a floor down, and the elevator ride feels eternal. His clothes feel constricting and his skin tingles, 
just like it does right before getting a fix. Its been a while since he's had a truly satisfying sexual encounter, 
or since he's actually wanted one. He feels like a fucking schoolboy, tense and anxious. It's a strange feeling: it's 
not like he doesn't know what to do, but the tension that's been accumulating all night feels like it's coming to a 
head. The thrill of anticipation is invigorating. 


He's buzzing with energy, the aftershocks of a good show mixing with the heady kick the memory of Axl's 
hands on him evokes. He stands in front of the redhead's door, wondering what the fuck he's gonna say, 
wondering if he actually wants something that excites him so much. 

Fuck it he thinks, and knocks on the door. 


"Yeah?" Axl's voice floats from inside the room and he's not sure what to say. Hey! Mikki here, wanna fuck? 


Nikki laughs at his own inner joke and is still snickering when the door opens, revealing a gorgeous, scowling 


creature. 

He's fresh out of the shower, wet hair dripping water down on his shoulders. His lips are still a little reddened 
from their earlier make out session, standing out against his pale skin, the light from a bedside lamp behind 
him creating a golden halo around his head.. 

He's wearing a Motley T-shirt. 


Again. 


"What's up?" Axl asks, slouching on the doorframe and crossing his arms over the name emblazoned across his 


chest. 
For one heart stopping moment Nikki thinks that that's all he's wearing, but a second look reveals a pair of 
white, almost translucent boxers, and somehow that's worse. His dick let's him know what will be up in few 


seconds if continued exposure to stupidly attractive redhead continues by throbbing warningly. 


Axl rolls his eyes impatiently, as if having people drooling all over him were an annoying daily occurrence. For 


all Nikki knows, it is. 


"Well?" 


And Nikki can't help himself. He really, really can't. 


"You are such a fucking twat" he says, watching in amusement as those green eyes widen in shock and those 
lips part, irate retort practically legible in the hot air between them. Nikki seizes the chance and kisses him, 


backing the shorter man into his room as he licks into that annoyingly arrogant mouth. 


He fists one hand on that shirt and snakes the other one underneath it, brushing fingertips against the 


sensitive nub of a nipple just to feel the other man quiver. 


Axl recovers from his initial surprise fast, and bites him. Hard. 
"Fuck!" 


Tasting his own blood shouldn't be such a turn on, he thinks as he feels himself harden almost completely. Axl 
pushes the door shut and backs him up against it, smirking when his thigh presses against Nikki's groin. He 
presses a hand against Nikki's own, still fisting the shirt, and guides it down slowly over his flat stomach and 


around his waist. 


"You think | didn't notice, you sick fuck? You've been making eyes at me for a while, but tonight you were 
practically drooling, all because of this.." he sounds awfully proud of himself, manipulative prick that he is, but 
Nikki is willing to let it slide to keep that creamy thigh against his crotch, those red lips so near his own. 


"So what?" Axis fingers sketch a rambling path down his chest, leaving a trail of fire in their wake, lips now 
brushing his jaw "You get tired of all the girls throwing themselves at you? Thought you'd go hunting?" He 
punctuates it with a stinging kiss. "Does it turn you on to think l'm one of your groupies?” Axl kisses him, 
deliberate and filthy, burying his hands in Nikki's hair and bearing down harder on his aching cock. 


He hasn't thought it like that, but it makes sense. Except no groupie would never taunt him or bite him or 


tease him to the point of near head implosion. 
Groupies are nice, Axl is a twat. There's a difference. 


"You already told me what you wanted" Axl says against his lips, pausing just to kiss him again ", but | won't 


kneel for you, Sixx. I'm not like that" 


Nikki hums, capturing Axl's lower lip between his teeth and worrying at it with the utmost care, letting his 


hands trek lower down the other man's back. 


| happen to think you are exactly like that" he says, giving Axl's buttocks a gentle squeeze before dragging 
those hips forward to grind against his, delighting in the way the other man shudders ", but | did make you a 


promise. Wouldn't be very rice of me not to keep it" 


Before Axl can retort, Nikki's kissing him, for real this time, hard and furious and leaving him gasping for 
breath. He sinks his teeth into that luscious lower lip as he grinds Axl's narrow hips against his own, the 


ensuing low-pitched moan sending electricity up and down his spine. 


He can't remember the last time he wanted to make someone scream, shudder and moan, but that's what he 


wants to do to this wicked creature in his grasp. The mere thought of it makes him growl. 


‘lm gonna fuck every single one of those fucking smart-ass remarks out of your mouth" he says around a 
ravenous kiss, licking those sweet lips again because he just can't help himself ". I'm gonna tear you apart, and 


you'll enjoy every second of it, you understand?" 


"Promises, promises" Axl chuckles, but he's gasping for breath, and looks up at him, green eyes gone half mast 


"You sure like listening to yourself, Sixx" 


"Done talking now" Nikki smirks, leaning down to taste the tempting water droplets sliding down Axl's neck and 
shoulders. The other man arches his neck immediately to give him better access, moaning when Nikki sucks a 


bruise to his collarbone, and wraps his arms around him to drag him further into the room. 


They fall to the bed in a tangle of limbs, and Nikki takes a moment to admire the pretty picture Axl makes 
spread out underneath him, lips swollen, eyes hazy, white skin marked, hair all over the place..his imagination 
did not make the real deal justice at all. The redhead takes his distraction as an opportunity to none too gently 
reverse their positions and straddle Nikki's legs. 


"I think you just broke my rib" he says, looking up into amused blue-green eyes while he rubs at the spot Axl 
had grabbed to throw him off. 


"Should | kiss it better?" the redhead asks sweetly, head cocking to the side. He grabs the hem of Nikki's t- 
shirt and pushes it up, inch by inch, lowering his head to lick a long, burning stripe up his quivering stomach, 


making him groan and arch his back. 


"Fuck" Nikki gasps when Axl's tongue dips into his navel, the wet warmth sending electric shocks down his spine. 
He snaps his hips up, looking for some kind of relief, but the demon tormenting him carefully angles his whole 


body away, so that his thrusts meet only air. 


"You fucking bastard" he says, the viciousness he intended to inflict the words with somewhat diminished by 
the long, pitiful whine that follows them when Axl's lips latch on to his nipple, alternately sucking and biting 
gently. 


"You don't like that?" Axl asks, blowing warm breath on the wet, sensitive nub. Nikki's response is less than 


eloquent, a low groan that gets swallowed almost immediately by Axl's voracious lips. 


He urges Nikki to lift his arms and he obediently complies, letting him drag the shirt off over his head and 


toss it to the floor. He watches as green eyes rake greedily over his bare torso, making their way up to rest 


on his face. 
Nikki can't help himself. 
"See something you like, Rose?" he says, smirking as he brings his arms up to cross them behind his head. 


Axl's lips twitch and, without breaking eye contact, he traces a tortuously slow finger down from the hollow 
between Nikki's collarbones all the way down to outline his belt buckle. He swallows hard as he hears the click 
of the belt coming undone, the button, the zipper... 


He watches, mesmerized, as Axl slowly, deliberately, licks his lips in the most suggestive way he's ever seen, 


as if to not be misunderstood. 


"I thought giving head on the first date isn't something nice boys do" Nikki says, head reeling at the sheer 
thought of those lips on him. 


Axl chuckles, positioning himself further down Nikki's body, fixing his eyes intently on his face as he frees his 
achingly hard cock from it's prison and lowers his mouth to blow warm breath on the weeping head. Nikki 


shudders convulsively. 


Axl looks up at him through golden red lashes and smirks, the sight of him more erotic than anything he's 


ever seen. 


lm not a nice boy" the redhead's voice is barely above a sigh, and then---well, then Nikki's gone, all coherent 
thought fleeing from his mind, neurons committing mass suicide, because Axl stares right at him as he licks 
him from root to tip, right before he wraps those long pianist fingers around him and draws him into his 
mouth. 


He's pretty sure the noises coming out of his mouth are completely embarrassing and wholly out of place for 
a rock star of his caliber, but he doesn't give a fuck because Axl Rose's tongue is magical, gliding along the 
underside of his shaft and fuck dignity, he's a man of flesh and bone, and there's no way he's keeping quiet for 
this. 


It's one hell of a view. He watches that head bobbing up and down, those cheeks hollow as he sucks.. He tugs at 


red hair lightly, and feels Axl moan around him, the vibrations driving him mad, so he does it again. 


One of Axl's hands is pressing against his own hardness, he's touching himself through the thin cloth of his 
boxers, and fuck if that thought doesn't have Nikki a second away from coming, but that won't do. He tugs on 
red hair a little harder to get the other's attention. 


"Stop" he says, but it is kind of strangled and doesn't convey much of anything, so Nikki reaches down to swat 
at Axl's head. 


The indignant look he gets is worth pretty much anything there is in the world. Axl's eyes narrow and he slides 
his mouth off Nikki with a slick, obscene pop that has his stomach flipping. 


"The only way you are coming tonight is with my dick inside that perky little ass of yours" he says, cock 
pulsing at the sheer idea. 


Axl's eyebrow rises "Have a lot of faith in yourself, huh?" 
Nikki grins "Hey, I'm a spunky guy. Stamina isn't a problem, babe" 


"Yeah?" and the redhead props both hands on Nikki's hipbones before, without a warning, pulling his entire 
length into his mouth and hollowing his cheeks. 


"Holy fuck--" he splutters, head falling to the bed, eyes rolling back and he's so close to the edge anything 
could tip him over. 
Axl sucks again, harder this time, and Nikki's brain short-circuits, shooting sparks everywhere from the roots 


of his hair to the tips of his toes. 


When he comes back down, Axl is staring at him with an entirely too self satisfied look on his deceptively 


innocent looking face from where he is perched on Nikki's stomach, chin resting on his arm. 


"You were saying something about stamina" he drawls out, drawing a pattern on Nikki's chest with his fingertip 


", but | couldn't quite hear you over that sound you were making" 


"Fuck" Nikki says again, because Axl apparently sucked off all his wit, and grabs the redhead by the shoulders, 
dragging him up and flush against his body for a long, slick kiss, aborting any and all other smart ass comment 
he might have wanted to make. 


Nikki eases Axl to the side until he's lying on top of him, nibbling and kissing his way down the redhead's pale 
throat. His tongue flicks the hollow there as his hands skim down the other's clothed chest, nails dragging over 
hardened nipples, and down between the other's thighs to tease and fondle. He pulls away to watch that pretty 


face contort in pleasure. 


Axl's eyes slide shut as he arches off the bed and bites his lower lip, fingers twisting the sheets, and that 


just won't do either. 


"Come on, | wanna hear you" Nikki says, freeing that captured lip with a brush of his tongue as he slips a hand 
inside the other's boxers and gives him a long, excruciatingly slow stroke ". Let's see if your stage 


performance is realistic. I've been dying to check’ 


And yeah, Axl's performance is, in fact, very realistic: the sound that spills out from between his parted lips 
wouldn't be out of place in Anything Goes or Welcome to the Jungle. He's not sure he's ever going to listen to 
those songs with the same ears again. Nikki's dick stirs to life just from that sound, like Axl's voice hit some 


kind of miraculous switch, but he's not ready yet. 
No problem. He's willing to take his time. 


He pulls his hand away from Axl's cock, ignoring the other's protests, and redirects his attention to Axl's 
collarbone, and the mark he left there earlier, the bruised skin tempting him taste it once more. He sucks at it 
sharply again, making Axl yelp and tug at his hair, before laving the mock injury with his tongue and moving 
further down 


He traces Axl's nipples with his tongue through the shirt, soaking the fabric through before blowing cold air on 
it. 


"Fuck!" Axl's fingers slide to his shoulder and dig in, hard, no doubt leaving interesting bruises. 


He grabs Axl's hand and kisses the back of it, just to see him roll his eyes, before pinning it to the bed by his 
hip. He readdresses his attention to the sliver of pale skin between the hem of Axl's shirt and the waist band 


of his boxers, leaning down to lick at those tempting hipbones. 


Axl squirms, breath coming out in a stuttering gasp. His fingers hold the sheets in a white knuckled grip and 
Nikki is glad he had the foresight to get them away from his person. He rakes Axls shirt higher, revealing his 


navel, which he circles with his tongue once and then penetrates, eliciting a whine. He does it again. 


"Motherfucker" Axl breathes out, a lot more coherent sounding than he should be ". | swear to fucking God, 
Sixx, I'm this close to kicking you out and finishing off myself!" 


"Patience is a virtue, babe" Nikki whispers, and licks lower this time, traces the edge of Axl's underwear, right 
were the cloth meets skin. The man underneath him stiffens, holding his breath, and Nikki takes this as his cue 
to lick him through the cloth. 


Axl makes a high keening noise that goes straight to Nikki's cock, his whole body convulsing as his hips snap up 
sharply. 

Nikki pulls away, chuckling at the impressive string of curses Axl hurls at him, and kneels on the bed to tug 
the boxers down muscular thighs and off to join his shirt on the floor. He traces the length of Axl's hard dick 
with his knuckles, causing him to gasp and buck into the touch, accusing green eyes sliding open and fixing on 


Nikki. 


Its fucking unbelievable, the sight of him, like a lifetime of fantasies condensed into one hot, annoyed redhead 
squirming on top cheap hotel sheets, the t-shirt he's still wearing accentuating his nakedness. 


"Well? Are you gonna stare like a dork all night or do something about it?" 


And so fucking bossy. Nikki is a little bit in love already. 


He mashes their mouths together as his fingertips tease the head of Axl's cock, gathering the moisture there 
to slicken the fist he makes around the hard flesh. Axl makes a sound like a sob in the back of his throat, hips 
bucking as one of his hands releases the sheets to bury itself in Nikki's hair. 


Nikki strokes him, unhurried and steady, allowing his hand to sometimes wander down to fondle his balls, 
savoring the way the other man whimpers and trembles. He pulls away to have a look and his once again 
hardened cock jerks at the spectacle: Axl's hair is all over the place, his eyes squeezed tightly shut as he 
thrashes, face gleaming with sweat, chest heaving.. 


He twists his hand on the head Axl's cock and is awarded with a strangled moan, the redhead's hips snapping 
up. So fucking beautiful. 


‘| wanna fuck you" Nikki whispers against Axls slightly open mouth, pressing a kiss at the corner of it as he 
allows his fingers to meander down over the other's balls and further, to flutter fingertips against his 


puckered entrance. 


Axl's eyes crack open and regard him warily for a second, pupils blown wide, and a look of something that isn't 
quite panic, but is most certainly not the usual audacity crosses those delicate features. It is squashed down, 
however, and he nods. 


Nikki wants to ask, for a second, about that look. He wants to know if Axl's ever done this before. He wants to 
know if it's okay, wants to tell him that this little game of chicken they've been playing is not that important, 


he doesn't care who wins. 


But then Axl kisses him, hard, snaking a hand up to pinch his still clothed ass, sending spikes of surprised 


pleasure all over him. 


"Off" the redhead says, all business again, tugging at Nikki's pants, any trace of vulnerability beaten into 


submission and replaced with impatient desire. 


"So bossy" Nikki smirks, peeling himself off Axl through sheer force of will and sitting on the edge of the bed 
to take off his boots at top speed He takes the lube out of his pocket and throws it on the bed before 
standing to wiggle out of his pants. Behind him, Axl laughs. 


"Nice to see you came prepared" he says in that raspy voice that sends shivers down Nikki's spine. He can feel 
eyes on him, and since he's always been a bit of an attention whore, he makes a show out of sensuously taking 
off his leather pants and stretching like a cat before turning around. 


Axl's eyes are half mast and fixed on Nikki, his lower lip caught between his teeth and his chest heaving, 
Motley logo going up and down with rapid breaths. His hand found it's way to his aching cock and is stroking 
leisurely. Nikki stares. 


"Holy fucking fuck" he says, standing there next to the bed with his dick once again standing to attention 
Axl throws his head back and laughs. 
"Tonight, hopefully. Get your ass here and fuck me already, Sixx. | got shit to do" 


He doesn't really need to be told twice. He crawls back on top of the redhead and kisses him fervently before 
sliding down his body, licking and biting a downward trail towards his goal. He lifts Axis dick from his belly an 
licks around the head, relishing in the way the other's fingers clutch at the sheets as he coats his own fingers 
with lube and caresses the inside of a creamy thigh with his knuckles. 


Axl shivers, spreading his thighs wider to accommodate Nikki between them, sliding a foot further up the bed 
to give him better access. Figuring the lack of a "no" is about as close to an express affirmative as he is going 


to get, he presses a finger inside the constricting heat of the other's body. 


The redhead tenses, his whole body going tight as a look of fierce concentration comes over his elegant 
features. Nikki frowns at the reaction, but figures that telling the man underneath him to relax will just make 
matters worse. Humming instead, he sucks at the dick in his hand and kisses the tip with a wet smack, 
prompting Axl to laugh, some of the tension draining away from the line of his body. 


"You are pretty everywhere, you know that? No wonder you're so full of yourself" he teases, earning a smack 


on the head. 


"Concentrate, Sixx" the redhead orders breathlessly, burying insistent fingers in Nikki's hair and pulling. Nikki 


groans. 


"What the fuck does it say about me that you bossing me around has me a second from coming all over 


you?" 
“Something about your mother, probably" 


"Fuck you" Nikki says and then proceeds to lick and suck and bite, rendering Axl to a shivering, straining, 
swearing mess before pressing another finger inside him, then another. 


"Come on, I'm ready!" the redhead says between moans, spine arching when Nikki's fingers crook in the right 
way and his tongue traces the underside of his cock 


"What's the magic word?" Nikki asks against the other's quivering stomach, enjoying the unexpected surge of 


pleasure that comes from making Axl squirm. 


"Bastard? Ah--!" and Nikki certainly remembers how to do a thing or two with his mouth, because the 


redhead's fingers dig into the sheets and he arches his back in rapture. 


Letting the other's dick fall from his lips just to savor Axl's put upon groan of frustration, Nikki grins up at 
wild green eyes that are narrowed to slits. 


"Okay, come on. Please, bastard" the redhead says through gritted teeth. 


"Now, now" Nikki says as his lips trace a line back up to Axl's mouth, kissing him leisurely as he twists his 


fingers inside him ". What's with the attitude, babe?" 
"Stop calling me--ah!--that" 
One of Axl's hands makes to migrate from the sheets to his dick, but Nikki pins it next to his head, earning a 


stare of smoldering hatred and a series of insults directed at himself and his entire family, unborn children 


included. 


Axl is surprisingly eloquent considering how turned on he is. Nikki fixes that with a twist of his finger, index 
grazing Axl's prostate and that is enough to make his eyes roll back and his spine arch, but not enough to 


make him come. 


Axl's eyes snap open and bore into his, the hand still buried in his hair pulling him down for a hard, stinging 
kiss. 


"Fuck me, now" Axl says, nipping at Nikki's lips, then licking slowly "Please" 

Who says no to that? 

Nikki pulls his fingers out of Axl, making him whine at the loss, and slicks himself up hastily, closing his eyes at 
the feeling of his own hand. He pulls one of Axl's legs up over his shoulder and positions himself, waiting for 
Axl's subtle nod before pushing slowly inside. 

"Breathe" he says softly, having a hard time doing so himself. 

Axl sucks air in greedily and lets it all out in a moan when Nikki slides completely inside with one slick thrust. 
"l'm not so sure about my stamina anymore" he says conversationally, aware that he is trembling from the 
effort of not moving. Axl chuckles breathily and clenches around him, because he's a little bitch. Nikki closes 


his eyes "Fuck" 


"Move" Axl orders. Nikki groans, pulling back and when he drives forward, he keeps going without needing to be 


told. 


It doesn't last long. They are both too far gone for leisure, every thrust leaving them hungry for air. The 
sight of Axl thrashing underneath him, shirt soaked through with sweat, eyes tightly shut, head thrown back, 


is mesmerizing. The sounds he makes, rising higher and higher in counterpoint to Nikki's low groans drive him 


crazy. 
Axl comes first with a silent scream, splattering come between them, nails digging into Nikki's shoulders. His 
body tightens around Nikki's cock, and it only takes a couple more uncoordinated thrusts before he's coming 
too, Axl's boneless leg dropping from his shoulder, a hoarse shout spilling from Nikki's mouth as his mind goes 
blissfully blank, his orgasm hitting him like ton of bricks. 

It takes some time for him to come to his senses, for the punch drunk feeling to ebb away until he just feel 


really, really sated. He's sprawled on Axl and his pillow is complaining, threatening to set his hair on fire if he 


doesn't get the fuck off. 
"Do you ever just shut up?" he asks, rolling off Axl. 


"Never" the redhead smirks as he lights a cigarette, having produced a pack and a lighter out of nowhere while 
Nikki's brain was busy gluing itself back together. 


In the light of the one lamp, Axl looks debauched--all mused hair and parted lips and faint sheen of sweat. Nikki 
eyes the other's come splattered shirt and feels a strange surge of possessive satisfaction He really ought to 


get his head checked. 


"You freak" Axl laughs, because of course he caught him looking. Nikki punches him in the arm and steals his 
cigarettes. 


"Shut up" he's not going to blush. He has a weird clothes fetish. So what? 
Axl is still chuckling by the time Nikki manages to make his useless fingers work long enough to use the lighter. 


| have a Guns’ shirt you wouldn't look half bad in" he says, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively and smirking 
around his cigarette. 


Nikki laughs, his brain already running away with his imagination and regaling him with smoldering images 


tangled in red hair. 


Addicted doesn't even begin to cover it. 


